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real and he studied their evolution very seriously. Hermione
was a great point of contention. He wrote in her defence on
October I7th, 1907 :
" I like her and am interested in her, so much so that I have
written another long book about her called ' A Spirit in Prison.'
' The Call' is only the prelude to this book. Can you only like good-
looking people ? Don't you look at the brightly-burning spirit
within ? I get so weary of every heroine in a novel either ' splendidly
beautiful' or ' not strictly beautiful perhaps but strangely alluring/
and I know one or two plain women worth more than them all, if one
looks the spirit in the face. Spirits have their beauty as well as
faces, and some beauties have very ugly spirits. But of course
we are much governed by beauty. I, being a man, am as susceptible
to it as most men. Perhaps you realized that the other day. But
I also saw the kindness looking out of your eyes—or believed I did,
and that was an additional pleasure. Hennipne in her ugliness is
quite as interesting to me as a beauty, and in my second book—
which probably you will never read—I have made an elaborate study
of her psychology and carried her to her right place. She never
ought to have married Maurice. But we do so many things we ought
not to do, and pay lor them all. You are young, and have the gifts
of youth now, but surely some day you will know that lots of plain
women feel and need quite as much as the beauties, and deserve as
much, and often more, than many of them. I say all this and yet
I have almost a cult for beauty, and am often depressed to the soul
by ugly things. I abhor ugly surroundings and am always drawn
to beauty for its own sake. It ought to be the outward manifestation
of inward beauty—like nature's beauty, which always seems to me to
be expressive of the spirit of the Creator.
" You are saying to yourself,' What a bore he is.' I can hear you,
but never mind."
And this from his garden at Taormina in November:
"... I have hundreds of violets, the roses are coming on in
quantities; geraniums, camelias, wallflowers, red hot pokers,
hyacinths, pansies, etc. The almond blossom is over, but my peach
trees are budding. This is a lovely place to work in. ..."
VII
We lived now a good deal at Brede, in the intervals of London,
and I embarked upon the planting of a " friendship garden."
It seemed an alternative to the autograph album of tra-
dition, and seemed to me more a living, colourful reminder
of one's friends.
The garden still exists to a lesser degree to this day, and

